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Editorial . . .
By James Colson, Assistant Editor
I never read or hear an exhortation
to tolerance but what I feel impa
tient with such wearisome carping.
I never intend to be tolerant myself.
And I am sure that this is, on my
part, hasty and impractical. If those
who agitate for tolerance were to
have their way completely, the im
provement would be indisputable.
But it is such a stingy bit to ask
when so much more is needed!
There is to me an air of righteous
condescension about this business of
tolerance. "Go your way. You're prob
ably a food, but I'll not forbid you."
I'm "tolerating" him. Certainly it is
a minimum social requirement for
all, but as an ideal it is appropriate
only to a society of savages, where
the single alternative to tolerance is
mayhem.
Having passed that stage, it is time
we transcended its practical ideals.
We have been told that we should
have love for others: but that is a
term fallen from grace. Let us, on
grounds of poor taste, substitute
"understanding," a thing not so dif
ferent as one might think. Such ster
eotypical tags as snob, square, and
so on, come readily to our lips. How
often they are more expressions of
cur puzzlement than others' faults.
The situation becomes even more un
fortunate when whole groups are
lumped into a category and dismissed
because of similar interests, back
ground ,or any such common quality.
We sadly limit ourselves if we ex
clude them not only from our clique,
but from our interest and sympathy
as well. Consider the multitude of
ways one may follow to the divers
ends of life: each variation of vision
or values may dictate a different
course. We can only take one, but
we have them all to choose from
and, at this point in our lives, no
choice need be final. What folly then,
to restrict our attention and energies
to one. When we are "old and grey
and full of sleep," it may be we shall
know which way was best without
having troubled to explore. And it
may also be too late to benefit from
our knowledge.
There are, in the main, two ideas
of the good in the experience that
makes one's life. The obvious meta
phor is adequate: depth and breadth.
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Last year's Homecoming King and Queen, Bubba Haupt and Beverly Hursey,
are shown crowning this year's royalty, Tom Edenfield and Joan Coons, at
Armstrong's Homecoming Dance at the General Oglethorpe Hotel.
There is no easy choice between the
two since either, if the other is com
pletely lacking, is of small value.
Those for whom depth is the superior
good, who "shall have lived a little
while" before they "die forever," feel
that the other way is superficial while
others, in turn, feel that in gaining
breadth they need not lose depth.
So the two points of view stand
and will yet stand. The point is that
the individual loses when his per
suasion of any way becomes dogma
tism and mere tolerance of others.
But by accepting and sharing our
differences (for they are more valu
able than our similarities) we all stand
to gain.

HOMECOMING DAN CE

By Lorna Lapp
"She was lovely," comment heard
after the dance, and this reporter
presumed that the person meant the
Freshman queen, Miss Joan Coons.
With Tom Edenfield, the "cool"
Freshman king, and their extra
special court consisting of Ann Herrin and Neil Perkins, Ann Burkhalter
and Charles Kilpatrick, Susan Dolan
and Billy Ray, Judy Glisson and
Hugh Golden, the queen reigned
over Armstrong's annual Homecom
ing Dance.
The dance was very well-attended
both by present students and alumni.
(Continued on page four

PAGE TWO

THE INKWELL

_

T H E IN K W E L L

SPECIAL REPORT

The Inkwell is the newspaper of Armstrong College of Savannah, published four
times quarterly by students of the College.
John

Editor in Chief
Hopkins
Assistant Editor
-^
C1
uc
Managing Editor
---r\ k Whitehurst
Cartoonists
Jack Rollins and Bubba Haupt
Business Manager
- Willene Fisher
Staff Members- Jim Foughner, Lou Waldhour, Lorna Lapp, Pat Carter, Julius Hornstem,
Jimmy Colson, Tay Harmon, Mickey Arata, Harris Lewis

THE ROAD TO FAME OFTEN
TURNS OUT TO BE A
BLIND ALLEY*
By John Greenleaf Hopkins
Being interested in literature (es
pecially my own), I am indeed fortu
nate to have been stuck with the job
of editing this year's INKWELL. Per
haps the reader would be interested
in how I became an accomplished
writer.
I remember the first thing I ever
yyrote. I was only three months old
and it looked something like this-V-

At this point in my life my parents
were torn between having me study
writing or painting. This dilemma
was settled when I was seven months
old when I wrote the following on
my crib sheet with a crayon-^-

Naturally with this beginning my
father was certain that I would end
up writing mysteries. Not wanting
this, he read Thurber, Benchley, and
Nash to me until I was two and
couldn't stomach any more. But the
die was cast. With such a frivolous
background, I, of course knew noth
ing but humor and could never write
anything serious. My first attempt at
serious poetry showed promise, how
ever. The only problem was the
neighborhood kids. They couldn't un
derstand my devotion to the arts. Kids
are so narrow-minded. Herewith is a
copy of said poem:
*Aristotle, Witty Remarks of Forty-eight
Famous Americans, The Pericles Gazette,
(Athens, 350 B.C.) p 3.

TO A TWEE
O twee, O twee what can thee be
That thou should'st stand so
much taller than me.
Your hungry branches reach out
to me.
Keep your distance, you queer
twee.
There were several more verses to
this poem but none with the impact
of the first. Therefore, let us pass to
the next period of my life. Below is
a picture of this period-^'

Actually this is not as silly as it may
seem. When my personal artist, Fred
die Coogan provided my publishers
with this drawing (special delivery),
one of the proof-readers thought it
was an example of modern art and
examined it under a microscope.
Upon close examination it was dis
covered that under magnification of
346X, this period turned out to be a
miniature painting called "Fox Hunt."
The foxes aren't so hot, but King
George's Vandyke is remarkable.
One s creative abilities come in
handy on occasion and serve various
and sundry purposes. For example,
in the fifth grade I was booted out
of grammar school and into some
sort of institution for having written
this poem in Teacher's roll book:
Once upon a midnight cheerie,
while I stumbled weak and
bleary,
Over many a quaint and curious
volume of forgotten store,
While I nodded, nearly napping,
suddenly there came a tapping
As of someone gently rapping, rap«,P)ng at my barroom door.
Tis some relative," I muttered,
tapping at my barroom door —
Only this and nothing more."
The poem had additional verses
ut time, space, and censors forbid
me to include them here.
My first big break came when I
was fourteen years old. It suddenly
occurred to me as I sat in my cell,

The results of a study of Russian
schools by the United States Office of
Education shows the Soviet System to
be an intensive, disciplined one w ith
little of the frills considered neces
sary to a "well rounded education"
in this country. Pupils on the elemen
tary and secondary levels receive
more hours of instruction in their
ten year system than U.S. children
receive in twelve. In addition almost
half of the work in primary and s ec
ondary schooling is mathematics and
science. Primary school children ar e
introduced to scientific subjects at a
much more rapid rate than in our
schools. In the fourth grade the
students are introduced to biology;
in the fifth a foreign language; in t he
sixth, physics, algebra and geometry;
seventh chemistry; tenth astronomy
and calculus.
By the end of the fifth year the
Russian student has mastered arith
metic and learned to use the slide
rule.
After secondary schooling the ne xt
step for the capable Russian is a pr o
fessional school with four to six ye ar
courses. As an incentive the student
receives a stipend from the govern
ment and gets extra pay for high
marks. Such a student attends classes
six hours a day, six days a week fo r
nine or ten months a year. The ex
ceptional student may do graduate
work towards the eouivalent of a d oc
tor of philosophy degree.
The student generally has little
freedom of choice but the system is
apparently effective, having produc
ed the scientists and engineers neces
sary to launch our current space com
rades, sputniks I and II.
that literature of this caliber could be
sold and bring mammoth prices. 1
asked the guard for a piece of pa per
and a pencil and told him I wanted
to write poetry.
The next day they transferred me
to the division commonly referred to
by laymen as the "nut house. This
was my first big break. My new co m
panions thoroughly enjoyed my cr ea
tions and we even formed a special
club that met on Wednesdays to read
my latest poems. I would have be en
perfectly happy to remain there bu t
some wise guy decided that I neede
an education.
So here I am.
In closing I would like to advise
all youngsters interested in becofflin?
famous v/riters to go soak your heads.
Competition is stiff enough as it 'jWhy can't some people mind then
own business?
be
Oh yes, my latest creation can
found on page three of this editi""
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Strictly Co-ed

W H I L E

By Lorna Lapp

T H O U G H T S

T H O U G H T S

T H O U G H T
W H I L E

T H I N K I N G
By "Chuck" Whitehurst

Well here we are. Another year
and the vice squad has not put this
scandal sheet out of business — yet!
Actually the rush of last minute
Christmas shopping, the warm glow
of holiday cheer, and the mad tur
moil invo lved with registering for the
winter term has left us rather con
fused, so we will abandon our lofty
perch and forsake the pleasure we
usually receive by criticizing things
we don't care for and just tell a little
story.
Once upon a time, of course, there
was a mule named Sam. Sam be
longed to a farmer named Brown.
Farmer Brown was very happy to
own Sam, for a mule is pretty handy
on a farm, if he does all the things
he is supposed to do.
Sam, unfortunately, had no desire
to be a mule. He didn't object to pull
ing a plow or a wagon, and he had
no objec tions to eating ordinary mule
food, but he was very unhaopy with
the role of a mule in the grand
scheme of life, for Sam, you see, had
fallen in love with a pretty little
pinto that Farmer Brown kept out in
the south forty, which is right next
to the west forty where Sam worked.
Each day as Farmer Brown would
walk behind the plow, Sam gazed
longingly over the fence at the lovely
mare. He had no thoughts for the
glory of turning up rich soil that
would soon yield grand crops for the
benefit of man. All he thought about
was that pretty little horse.
Poor Sam! He thought and thought,
but he just couldn't solve the prob
lem.
Actually, this story is pretty silly,
for I just don't know how to end it.
If you have any suggestions, write
me, Sigm und Freud, care of . . .
Oh well, you will just have to wait
until next issue for me to become my
same sweet, lovable, hypocritical self
again. A bleak January should put
me in the right spirit. Cheers.

"We were there" — Tybee at the
Georgianna Inn on an A.T.B. house
party. Friday night and Saturday
morning the rats were initiated, and
a few have lived to tell their "secret"
experiences. The Big Sisters finally
fell in bed at 6:30 Saturday morning,
hut the beauty lovers of the sorority
(the rats) watohed the sun rise until
7:30. These girls went to bed at last
after 24 hours without sleep.
Breakfast that day was eaten at
3:30 in the afternoon after a session
of opera singing, hiding from the ele
phants, and being a kangaroo. (You
understand perfectly, don't you?)
Dates began appearing from 4:00
on for a party we held on the beach
at 8 o'clock. Fred Lubs is a very ac
commodating person and also very
enterprising, because he was a date
for four or five girls. (He enjoyed the
party very much.)
The tide rose, and so did the wind.
The temperature dropped, and every
body went indoors. About 30 people
went indoors! In a room about 15' by
10', there was a game of bridge, two
or three games of poker and/or
"twenty-one", the radio blasting at
top volume, Mr. Hunter's tape re
corder playing Dixieland Jazz, and
(breath) a gang of people that alter
nated "Who, sir; I sir?" and "Bhythm".
Needless to say, (but it will be said),
people wandered in and out. The
moon was full and the moonwatchers
society was very well represented.
Quiet reigned Saturday night, or
rather Sunday morning, at about 1
a.m. except for Betty Hurst and
Marsha Torrance trying to tell mental
jokes, (the kind about 3 white hats
and 2 black hats.)
Breakfast menu at 12 noon Sunday
consisted of hard boiled eggs, hot
dogs, cookies, coffee and tea.
After searching the joint for lost
articles, we turned off the heat and
left.
Prediction: Georgiann Inn has the
biggest gas bill in the State of Chat
ham, county of Georgia.
Scenes not to be forgotten: Frozen
rats - Mr. Hunter falling out of the
chair — T wo men in No. 12 stepping

D R I N K I N G
By John Hopkins
You may find it hard to believe
that there was once a time when
there were no such things as suspend
ers. Suspenders were first invented
in 308 B.C. (give or take a couple of
months) by the Phoenicians who call
ed them "Sling Shots." Several hun
dred years later the bow and arrow
was introduced to the Phoenicians
and in order to take care of the sur
plus sling shots, pants were invented.
The original purpose of pants was to
hold the suspenders down! However,
they didn't because it was another
400 years before anyone invented
buttons.
But even though they are no longer
used as weapons, suspenders can still
be dangerous. My brother, Stanley,
who was a 97 pound weakling, once
bought a pair of powerful elastic sus
penders. The elastic in the suspenders
was so powerful that when Stanley
wore them he couldn't walk. He
hovered 6 inches above the floor. It
didn't bother Stanley too much but
it soared the bejabers out of the cat.
over pails and pieces of wire — Su 
zanne Malone as "Miss Monitor," 3828-38 — th e longest wait for No. 11 —
a rat possessing a foot covered with
spaghetti — A lma Mater at 7 a.m. —
$9.68 worth of hot dogs, buns, marshmallows, etc. — R uss and Cal build
ing the fire — rat her Cal building the
fire — f rozen feet — f inger burns —
"No. 7" No, not me! — 7 card stud
with 8 people playing — In between,
Marsha's feet slowly rising as the rollaway bed's legs collapse — Betty
Hurst running to open the door so
Marsha won't hit the closed door
when she flies out — Mrs. Hunter
playing "Nurse" at 2 a.m. — Joyce
Krenson's imitations — Harriet Sapp
being a kangaroo — Su zanne Malone
afraid of being "gassed" so she opens
all the windows in 20-degree weather
and 30-mile-an-hour winds — ETC.,
ETC., ETC., ETC.
It was a blast !!!
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players. Again it was big Ed Burns
who led the scoring parade with 24
markers. Runner-up to Burns on both
nights was Pigmy Knight with 17
points on both occasions. Pete Ander
son comes in for a large share of the
glory because Pete did iron man duty
along with Gary Allen and Neal Per
kins both nights. Allen did an ex
ceptional job clearing both boards in
the waning minutes of both games
when the pressure was on.

AS WE SEE IT
By Jim Foughner & Lou Waldhour
Well, the new year has arrived
and along with the new year the
Armstrong Geechees have also arriv
ed and are presently playing a brand
of ball that is nothing short of sen
sational! At our last writing, way
back in 1957, the Geechees were well
on their way to a victorious season,
having captured their first three tilts.

Friday's game was a pretty good
one for the subs and a damn good
one for one sub in particular. Yes sir,
blow the horns and sound the trum
pets. Jim Foughner has scored! It took
Jim two years and something like 20
games but the impossible did happen.

Immediately following their fast
start, disaster suddenly set in. The
Geechees, full of pep and confidence,
set out for the metropolis of Americus, Ga. The trip going up was in
deed a pleasant one for all concern
ed; however, the return trip was
gloomy as hell because the proud
gladiators blew two ball games with
the greatest of ease.

All joking aside, the subs turned
in a fine
tine performance both nights
and because Gil Werntz is such a nice
fellow we shall shower him with
praise. Gil entered the first game in
the heat of the action (there was
something like ten seconds left in the
game) and proceeded to pull off a
beautiful fake that led directly to our
win that memorable night.

As a ny sports observer can tell you,
it takes a certain period of time for
any ball club to function properly.
Well, we feel that the team, as the
saying goes, has arrived. With Big
Ed Burns playing the leading role
and ably supported by a great cast
composed of Bill Knight, Pete Ander
son, Neal Perkins, and Gary Allen,
the Geechees rode to two thrilling
victories this past weekend.
In the most thrilling game to date,
the Geechees came from behind in
the last four minutes to eke out a
84-81 win over West Georgia. Led
by Ed Burns' 25 points the Geechees
played great possession ball to come
out with the victory. The following
night the Geechees slipped back to
their lackadasical form for the first
half and found themselves trailing a
good Southern Tech team by 15 big
points. This deficit was overcome by
great team play on the part of all the

Yours truly especially enjoyed, be 
sides dancing, looking at all the beau
tiful gowns. The colors ranged
through all the hues and colors of th e
rainbow, and the styles were many
and varied.
All in all, the dance was fabulous,
to coin a phrase. Students, former
students, and faculty enjoyed them
selves to the hilt.
But the Homecoming Dance is no t
the last big dance on the Armstrong
social calendar. The next dance will
be sponsored by the Annual Staff and
a Geechee Queen and court will be
chosen by judges.
Each club sponsors a girl to take
a chance. This shindig will be held in
the middle of February and will prob
ably have the imposing title of Gee
chee Valentine Dance.

Here we would like to mention the
addition of two new members to the
club. Both are promising freshmen.
They are Mike Bart and Bill Ray.

ROOF'S
Independent Service Station

And as we leave you, we give you
this parting thought: "When the
going gets tough, quit the team."

3205 SKIDAWAY RD.

Basketball players are like canoes
-they are best handled when pad
dled from the rear." —R.J.S.

F
26
25
28
20
12
8
12
12
2
2
0
168
159

Pts.
172
86
77
72
59
21
12
12
2
4
0
580
549

"Better Service for Less"
AD 2-9123

C o m p l i m e n t s of

L A M A R J. KELLER
OPTICIANS

Through January 17, 1958
F.T.
29
16
17
12
15
5
0
5
2
0
0
118
151

The Crystal Room at the General
Oglethorpe was filled to capacity
with celebrating dancers tripping th e
light fantastic to the music of George
Doerner and his Orchestra. And did
you know—among our students and
alumni
are
several professional
dancers? They, and the other par
ticipants seemed to enjoy themselves
tremendously.

The Armstrong record now stands
at five wins and three losses and the
boys hope to improve on it this week
end when they take on Southern
Tech Saturday night at the Hellenic
Center. Game time is 8:00 and a large
crowd is anticipated.

INDIVIDUAL AND COMBINED BASKETBALL STATISTICS

NAME
F.G.
ED BURNS
_
SO
GARY ALLEN
_
35
BILLY KNIGHT __ _ 30
NEAL PERKINS
_
30
PETE ANDERSON
. 22
LOUIE WALDHOUR
8
BILL KNIGHT
6
BUBBA HAUPT
4
GIL WERNTZ _
0
JIM FOUGHNER
2
BILLY RAY
0
TEAM
231
OPPONENTS
203

HOMECOMING DANCE . . .
(Continued from page one)

109 E. Jones Street
F.T.A.
43
22
28
28
23
8
1
11
2
1
0
191
226

F .T.AV.
.674
.727
.607
.428
.652
.625
.000
.454
1.000
.000
0
.612
.667

Av.
22
11
10
9
7
3
2
2
1
1
0
73
69

Ga.
8
8
8
8
Q
Q
Q

4
0
o
8

Where Fashions Make
Their Debut

